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Axl stares first at the truck and then at Izzy. 


"Camping?" he asks, sounding totally flabbergasted. "You and me are going camping? In the fucking desert? Have 
you lost your mind, Stradlin? | can't go to the desert! I've got red hair! I'll burn to a fuckin' crisp after two 
minutes out there!" 


"Oh, shut up, Axll" Izzy huffs. "I'm going and you're coming with mel" and with that he shoves a still protesting 
Axl into the truck, climbs in and starts it up. 


"See you on Monday, Slasher!" he yells as he waves goodbye, steers with his elbows and prevents Axl from 


leaping out all at the same time. 


Slash grins and turns back to walk into the house. He's met at the front door by Steven who seems extremely 


excited. 


"Amy's folks are away for the weekend so we're going to test out their new waterbed!" he tells Slash with his 
usual sunny smile and then he takes off down the path at an alarming speed without so much as a ‘goodbye’ 


or ‘fuck you'. 


"This is great!" thinks Slash. "Got the house to myself for a whole weekend. Operation Woo Duff can now 
officially start!" 


He may rename the operation. It sounds totally lame. 


He has a very simple plan. Cook dinner, drink wine, be totally charming and witty and then get Duff into bed. By 
the hair, if he has to. 


Thirty seconds later, Slash has to rethink it all. Why is it that the simplest of plans always go awry? 


There is no food to cook and no wine to drink. He's sure that Old Mother Hubbard's cupboard at least had 


cobwebs. The ones here are so bare, they're desolate. 


He chews on his lip for a moment or two and then has a light bulb moment. His pilfering skills are legendary! 


He can just go shoplifting. 


A little over an hour later, he's back home. He had the most amazing stroke of luck when a portly dude walking 
in front of him had scratched at his equally portly backside and in doing so, had dislodged his wallet. Not being 
one to miss an opportunity, Slash had taken a quick look around, decided no one else saw anything and then 
picked up the wallet. Which contained just shy of a hundred bucks. Shoplifting had gone right out the window 
there and then. 


He struggles into the kitchen and places two very full grocery bags on the counter. First things first. He 
uncorks a bottle of wine and pours himself a generous glass. Then he decides that one glass just isn't enough 
and finishes the rest straight from the bottle. There! He's got a tiny buzz going so maybe a joint will help to 


relax him even more. It does. Especially when he combines it with another bottle. 


Pleasantly happy, he begins making dinner. He's bought a cooked chicken so things can't go too disastrously 
wrong. All he has to do is peel potatoes, cook them and then hack up some tomatoes and lettuce and a few 


other vegetable type things to make a salad. How hard can that be? 
Turns out, very. 
Peeling potatoes is a chore from hell. He's managed to slice one of his fingers open and he's only peeled two so 


far. Feeling very manly and brave, he continues until he has a pile of ten All of which are quite bloodied They 
don't look very ‘appeeling’, he thinks and then cackles at his little play on words. 


He rinses them off, drops them in the water filled pan on the cooker and turns on the ring under it. Then he 


hunts for a band aid. 


He finds a pack in the fridge, tries not to think about why they were in there in the first place and applies one 
to his mangled finger. It's got little yellow ducks on it. This is neither manly nor brave. He shrugs his shoulders, 


drinks some more wine and then hacks the crap out of a pile of tomatoes, onions and a misfortunate head of 


lettuce. 


He rinses them in the sink, realises that he should have done this before he hacked them to pieces when the 


tomatoes start coming apart and so ends up scooping the whole lot back out. 


With nothing to put them in, he stands at the sink, watching foolishly as water and bits of tomato drip all over 
the floor. 


There's a pan sitting on the table. He crosses the floor, peers into it, decides its clean enough and throws the 
soggy mess in. Grabbing a threadbare towel, he dries his hands off and doesn't notice that his band aid is 


missing. 


He picks up the pan and wonders how he's going to get the salad dried off. Then he has another light bulb 


moment. Why not put it on the cooker for a minute or two? On a low heat? 


Declaring himself a genius, he does just this, getting a whiff of his underarm at the same time. He's going to 
need a shower before Duff gets home. He turns the ring on to it's lowest setting, checks the potatoes which 


are boiling away merrily and then makes a beeline for the bathroom. 


Turning on the shower, he strips off his clothes and stands under the trickle of lukewarm water before 
slathering his hair in Duff's shampoo. It smells of apricot. Much like Duff does. Fuck! Thinking about Duff sends 
a warm sensation spreading through his belly. A warm sensation that soon spreads further south. Maybe he 
should take care of it? It can only help to enhance his relaxation which will, in turn, make him all the more 
charming and witty. He slides his hand down to cup his balls and moans softly as his dick springs to complete 
attention. His hand is still slick from the shampoo so he takes himself in a tight grip and begins his jerk off 


session. 


Downstairs, the potatoes have boiled over and are now making a mushy, pulpy slide towards the pan of 
vegetables. These, in turn, are browning quite nicely and the band aid is adding its own unique scent to the 
myriad that's already pervading the kitchen. The cooked chicken sitting on the table would gladly get to its feet 
and take off were it not for the fact that it's missing a head. Apparently, this renders it dead, 


Upstairs, Slash continues getting himself off, his moans and the smell of apricot completely masking the 


mayhem unfolding below. 


Outside, a clapped out car shudders to an abrupt halt. Duff unclenches his butt and then turns to thank his 


driver for the ride home with a shaking hand. 


"Er, thanks, Fredl" he exclaims, "but if | ever need a ride again, please don't be insulted when | don't ask you. 
Where, exactly, did you get your driver's licence from? A fuckin' cereal box?!" he asks as he climbs out of the 


passenger seat. 
Fred laughs. 
"No problem, you cheeky little bastard! See you Monday!" he says and peels away, burning rubber. 


"tm not little!" Duff shouts after him with a disbelieving shake of his head. He checks to make sure he's still in 


one piece and then heads inside. 


He's greeted by a distinct burning smell. Racing to the kitchen, he chokes on the thick smoke emanating from 
the cooker and switches it off. Then he grabs one of the smoking pans, screeches loudly when it burns his 
palm and drops it in the sink. 


He tries to ease the searing pain in his palm by placing it under the cold tap and running water over it. 
As the smoke clears, Slash's outline appears in the doorway. Slash's dripping wet, clad-only-in-a-towel outline. 
Duff stares. 


"What the fuck is going on here?" he breathes, eyes still glued to Slash's naked torso. 


someone broke in? | don't know!" he wails. 


"Someone broke in?" Duff yells incredulously. "Someone broke in to this shithole, brought food with them and 
tried to cook a meal? Only the clinically fucking insane would do something like that and Axl's gone camping with 
Izzy for the weekend so that rules him out!" 


Slash visibly deflates. 


"I'm sorry," he whispers. "I'm sorry! It's just that we have the place to ourselves for once and | wanted to do 
something nice for you cos you've been spending so much time with Izzy lately and | don't want you and him 
to be together because it just wouldn't work so | thought I'd cook us a meal and we'd drink some wine and 

maybe get high and I'd be all smooth and charming and make you realise that you like me and then | wouldn't 


have to moon after you like a lovesick teenager anymore and then we... huh?" 


He's cut off when Duff grabs him by the shoulders, quietly says, "Shut up! You're babbling, babel" and then 


presses a soft kiss to his open mouth. 


He doesn't even respond, such is his shock Did Duff just call him ‘babe'? 
Duff grins at him. 


"Me and Izzy aren't into each other like that!" he tells Slash. "Yeah, we've been spending a lot of time together 
but only because he's been having a few problems with Axl lately and just needed someone to talk to. Who do 
you think suggested the camping trip? Axl can't run away from him when they're both stranded in the middle 
of nowhere! Why else would | have loaned them my truck and then endured the ‘ride of death' home with 
Fred?!" he finishes. 


Slash's head is spinning. Izzy and Axl are together? Since when? And Duff kissed him! DUFF FUCKING KISSED 
HIM! He should totally concentrate on this fact. And he will. When his hands stop shaking. 


But then Duff kisses him again and he stops thinking altogether. He just whimpers and presses his soaked body 
closer to Duff who giggles and pulls away. 


"We've got an entire weekend ahead of us," he whispers. "Let's take this slow and see how things turn out. 
Maybe we should eat dinner first. If we can salvage anything from this mess, that isl!" he laughs. 


They don't though. Mainly because now that Duff has kissed him, Slash doesn't want him to stop and Duff ends 
up wearing him like an apron around his neck. This is not conducive to Duff's culinary skills. Not that he's all 
that bothered. As they perform a diligent inspection of each other's tonsils, Steven shows up. He's soaked to 
the skin and looks very disgruntled indeed. He stares at both of them and then shrugs. 


"Finally!" he states. "You two have stopped dancing around each other and decided to go for it. Let me be the 
first to congratulate youl" and he belts both of them over the head with his very sodden shirt. 


"What happened to you?" Duff asks as he shakes water out of his hair and glares. 


"Well, me and Amy were testing out her parents new water bed. She had these cuffs which turned out to be 
police issue. Only she didn't have the fucking key! Did | tell you that she's thicker than a ditch? Well, she is! So 
| had to get a screwdriver to try and free her. But | got a little over enthusiastic and my hand slipped and | 
ended up stabbing the water bed with the fuckin’ screwdriver and tore a huge hole in the fuckin’ thing! It 
leaked gallons all over the bedroom floor. And then through it. So now I'm on the run from Amy, her parents 


and most likely the cops for criminal damage! My entire fuckin’ weekend is a ballsup.’ 
Slash and Duff are trying desperately not to laugh. And failing miserably. 
Steven doesn't find it funny in the least. 


"Did you at least succeed in uncuffing her from the bed?" Slash asks through the tears that are clouding his 


VISION. 


"Yeah," sighs Steven, "but just from the bed. The cuffs are still on her wrist." 


Duff howls. Steven belts him with his sodden shirt again. 


"Don't worry, Popcorn. If the cops come calling we'll just tell ‘em you ran off to join a circus," Slash tells him 
and Steven leaves to get dried off, muttering furiously under his breath. 


"So, where were we?" Duff asks and Slash delightedly reminds him. For the entire weekend. 


